140                   AMONG    OTHERS

of the road, the rock stood up smooth and sheer-
Some one just ahead of me called suddenly, "Look!"
and there was a dead man lying at the roadside, an
Armenian in fez and coloured shirt and baggy grey
trousers. Half a mile or so farther up I was trudging
alone when I came suddenly on a woman with a
small child in her arms, lying motionless in the
shallow ditch beneath the rock. Both mother and
child were dead, but they seemed to lie at ease, their
faces so white and peaceful in the moonlight that
they might have been asleep. There used to be two
kinds of Armenian massacre. Occasionally orders
would arrive from Stamboul, and the Armenians of
the district, men, women and children, would be
taken to a field outside the town and shot down.
More often the young men would be shot or con-
scripted, the old men, the wives and the children
would be told that to-morrow they were to start,
with what they could carry, for an unknown
destination. Day after day they would be herded on,
and soon, every day, some would be left dead by
the roadside. It is an ancient tradition of the East.
There was a King of Assyria who drove the people of
Elam into Egypt, to make room for them trans-
planting the people of Egypt, with magnificent
simplicity, to Elam. The Hebrews sat down and
wept by the waters of Babylon; but their journey
to Babylon from Palestine must have given them
even more cause for tears.

Cracks of cold, white dawn were splitting the sky
over our right shoulders as we came into a mulberry
grove, hours later, on the far side of the pass, and lay
down for the morning's rest. I had moved some,